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at last sank down beneath a tree, compelled there to

await death.

In this situation he was discovered by a party who,
upon the first intelligence of the fight, had been des-
patched to the relief of the survivors. They conveyed
him to the nearest settlement, which chanced to be
that of his own residence.

Dorcas, in the simplicity of the olden time, watched
by the bedside of her wounded lover, and administered
all those comforts that are in the sole gift of woman's
heart and hand. During several days Reuben's recol-
lection strayed drowsily among the perils and hard-
ships through which he had passed, and he was inca-
pable of returning definite answers to the inquiries with
which many were eager to harass him. No authentic par-
ticulars of the battle had yet been circulated; nor could
mothers, wives, and children tell whether their loved
ones were detained by captivity or by the stronger
chain of death. Dorcas nourished her apprehensions in
silence till one afternoon when Rueben awoke from an
unquiet sleep, and seemed to recognize her more per-
fectly than at any previous time. She saw that his in-
tellect had become composed, and she could no longer
restrain her filial anxiety.

"My father, Reuben?" she began; but the change
in her lover's countenance made her pause.

The youth shrank as if with a bitter pain, and the
blood gushed vividly into his wan and hollow cheeks,
His first impulse was to cover his face; but, apparently
with a desperate effort, he half raised himself and
spoke vehemently, Defending himself against an im-
aginary accusation.

"Your father was sore wounded in the battle, Dorcas;
and he bade me not burden myself with him, but only
to lead him to the lakeside, that he might quench his
thirst and die. But I would not desert the old man in
his extremity, and, though bleeding myself, I sup-
ported him; I gave him half my strength, and led him